APRIL 1988

6800 WYDOWN, CLAYTON, MO 63105

VOLUME 6, NUMBER 4

New Methodology For Financial Aid
By Amy Smoucha

In 'night Mother, Laura Cook (right) as Thelma tries to persuade her
daughter Jessie, played by Pam Nowak, to give up the idea of suicide.
See review on page 4.
photo courtesy of Theatre Department

SGA Has A Ball Raising
money for children
The second annual Charity Ball was
held March 18 in the AMC. This year's
charity is Camp EDI ( a camp for children
with diabetes). Camp EDI, located near
Potosi, MO, is a self-care educational pro
gram for children with diabetes. The
Camp derived its name from the three
essential principles needed for the diabet
ic child to lead an active and healthful
life: Exercise, Diet, and Insulin-EDI, all
three of which are taught at Camp EDI.
The primary goal of camp is to edu
cate the diabetic child to better manage
his/her disorder. He/she learns to live
with diabetes within the social framework
of everyday living both in group and indi
vidual sessions. This is accomplished
away from home in a typical summer
camp setting to encourage self-confidence
and independence. The camp places
emphasis on having fun while learning to
live with diabetes.
The Student Government Association

looked at many charities before choos
ing Camp EDI. A major factor in decid
ing on Camp EDI was its size. It is a
small organization and doesn't receive as
many donations as other groups in the
St. Louis area. This year, the camp is
experiencing a budget cut. "Our dona
tion will really benefit an organization
like this," explained Beth Ringo,
President of SGA. The camp was also
highly praised by several Fontbonne
students who had personal experiences
there.
Last year, $ 1,000.00 was raised and
donated to St. Joseph's Institute for the
Deaf. The SGA is looking forward to
another successful year to benefit this
needy cause. Further information about
the organization being sponsored this
year, can be obtained by writing
American Diabetes Ass.,
1790
Brentwood Blvd., St. Louis, MO 63144
or calling (314) 968-3196.

A student’s eligibility for finan
cial aid will be analyzed by a new
method, the Congressional Methodology,
for the 1988-89 school year. Although
the Financial Aid Form will not seem
very different, the new system will deter
mine a student's need for the National
Direct Student Loan, the Guaranteed
Student Loan, the Pell Grant, and other
state and federal programs in a more per
sonal way.
The most important difference is
in the area of professional judgment on
the part of the financial aid director.
Under the new methodology, a director
has more freedom to exercise professional
judgment in determining a student's eligi
bility for aid, but any determination
based on special circumstances must be
fully documented.
Under the old methodology, an
independent student's projected income
was an important consideration. The new
methodology shifts the emphasis to con
sider the income of the base year, that is,
the reported income from the previous
year.
The new methodology will, for
the first time, make provisions for a
dependent student if a parent is also
attending school. And for the indepen
dent student with dependent children,
some of the income will be projected in
the needs analysis to provide for child
support.
The Congressional Methodology
provides a more individual approach to
needs analysis. Each student will be

affected in a different way, but the result
will be a system which better accounts
for special circumstances, and simplifies
the analysis process by breaking cate
gories up into more specific groups.

New Registration
Procedures
New registration procedures
will be in effect for early registration
for the Fall semester of 1988. Early
registration will extend over a twoweek period, rather than allowing
only one day for students to pre-regis
ter. Classes will not be cancelled for
registration. They will be held as
usual on Friday, April 8.
Early registration will take
place from April 11 through April 22,
during which time students should
meet with their academic advisors.
At these meetings, students should
pick up registration materials and
plan their Fall semester. From now
on, instructors' signatures will not be
required.
Students may return registra
tion materials to the Registrar's Office
during the two-week period at the fol
lowing times:
April 11-15 Monday Friday, 8:30 a.m. - 4:30 p.m.
April 16 Saturday, 8:30
a.m. - 7:00 p.m.
April 19-22 Tuesday Friday, 8:30 a.m. - 4:00 p.m.
By Lisa Spratte

College Aces Accreditation
By Lisa R. De Stefano
The college has met the high standards
required for accreditation by the North
Central Association of Colleges and
Secondary Schools (NCACSS).
The results of the 1987 focus visit, in
which NCACSS paid special attention to
the college's finances, were a "vote of con
fidence in the viability of the institution ,"
according to Fr. Jack Fleming,
VicePresident of Student Affairs.
The college's improved financial condi
tion is based on increased enrollment from
the O'Fallon branch campus, plus the col
lege's emphasis on strategic planning and
a capital campaign. The increased Board
of Trustee involvement in fund-raising
was also cited.
NCACSS has the authority to renew vis-

itation at intervals of three, five, seven ,
or ten years. Part of North Central's vote
of confidence was expressed in their deci
sion to postpone the scheduled 1989-90
visit until 1992-93. Since it takes a year
to prepare the exhaustive self-study nec
essary for campus visits, this is very
much to the college's advantage.
During an ordinary visit, the NCACSS
team, consisting of educators and student
affairs people, will test the atmosphere of
campus life by interviewing faculty, stu
dents, administrators, and trustees.
"Being accredited by the North Central
Association of Colleges and Secondary
Schools certifies that the education given
to the students at Fontbonne College is of
the highest caliber," says Sister Marie
Damien Adams, Vice President of
Academic Affairs and Dean.

Retreatants take a break to pursue trivia.

Photo by Markie Hempen

Campus Ministry Retreats
to the Woods of Rock Haven
By Markie Hempem
Ten members of the Fontbonne com
munity participated in the retreat offered
last month by the Campus Ministry
office. The retreat took place at Rock
Haven, near House Springs, on the banks
of the Big River.
It was the perfect weekend for a
retreat, just what all seemed to need.
Both the weather and the setting of Rock

Haven were definitely welcome after hav
ing stayed at school and attended classes
so long. The days were warm and there
wasn't a cloud in the sky, which gave the
participants a chance to do some hiking,
exploring and even some tree climbing.
The evenings were a little chilly, but
everyone was cheerfully ready to "put
another log on the fire." Sr. Mary Kay
Retreat continued on page 5
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You Don’t Say: Gossip-Spreading Is New Campus Service
By Lisa Spratte

There is a new service on this cam
pus for students; it is the only obvious
attempt to combat campus-wide boredom.
The name of this service is GOSSIP
SPREADING. The service providers are
a varied and interesting group of people.
To be an official Fontbonne GOSSIPER,
one must be observant and willing to go
to extreme lengths to accidentally over
hear conversations. A good hearing capa
bility and quick, easy access to paper and
pencil are musts. Also, the ability to com
municate well is very necessary. GOSSIPERS very often have to communicate
a lot of meaning in a few words or must
be able to send and comprehend signals,
such as a slight shake of the head to the

left (meaning shut up, someone danger
ous is to my left). GOSSIPERS tend to
be slightly forgetful, and sometimes they
don't all know the same facts for the
same story. This can often cause confu
sion, but GOSSIPERS seem to thrive on
chaos. GOSSIPERS must know nearly
everyone on campus at least by name,
and they can be students, faculty, or
administration. GOSSIPERS can be
divided into various categories. Amateur
gossipers don't yet know how to appear
nonchalant when coming across some
potential gossip. They ask many ques
tions and often make fatal mistakes, such
as naming sources. Mild gossipers tend
to be good listeners who merely pass on
information when they have nothing else
to talk about. Mild gossipers usually

have dull lives and prefer hearing about doors are in an awesome location for
others. Vicious gossipers have ulterior casual, no-effort needed eavesdropping.
motives for everything they say and do. Luckily for the gossip spreaders, there is
These are the gossipers who would spread always something going in around the
dirt about their own grandparents. They campus. Male-female relationships - the
lack in morals and feelings for other peo blossoming love interest, the potentials
ple. Last but not least is the professional for disaster, the destruction of warm feel
gossiper whose name is never mentioned, ings, and of course the one night stands so sneaky is he or she in failing to appear are the best-selling, easiest to pass on
involved in spreading smut. Gossip tales. And of course there are always
spreaders can be found anywhere on cam
party stories" - who drank how much
pus, but there are several "home fronts". and for what reason. Educational tidbits Student Services often appears to be the who's flunking what, who's getting an A
breeding spot of hot, fast-breaking news. for whatever reason - aren't as hot but
The Cafe is a good place to catch up in the certainly are appreciated. Gossipers
latest scoop, and the library provides the deserve respect and appreciation from
ultimate opportunities to overhear whis those of us who just can't stay on top of
pered conversations. And of course the all of the goings on. Without Gossip
rooms in St. Joe's directly over the front continued on page 6

Our Next President? Bushed To The Limit
By Margaret Hesse &
Elizabeth Vollmer

And we're off!!
"Good morning, Mr. Vice President.
My name is Buffy Jones. I'm from
Nerinx Hall. Mr. Vice President, what do
you think are the qualities of a good pres
ident?"
"Well, Miss Jones, that's a very good
question. A good president should have
a strong family, faith, and all that stuff.
Next question please."
"My name is Ralph Carter. I'm from
Parkway West. Mr. Vice President, you
seem to have a negative image. How do
you feel about that and are you doing
anything to change it?"
"That's a good question, too. To that I
say - Be what you're comfortable with
and let everyone else analyze it. Rely on
the fairplay of the American people. I
don't have a game plan to change my
image. Next question please."
Bush continued on page 3

What are you doing for the next five
minutes? Well, how about checking out
George Bush and Gene McNary? C'mon,
it's the least you can do, considering
you're already this far into the article.
Besides which, two fellow students are in
dire need of a little sympathy after the
draining Bush-McNary press conference
on Tuesday, February 23.
It all started when Jason Sommer pre
sented us with the opportunity to attend.
What are you doing tomorrow morning
at 8 a.m.?" The two cowardly students
didn't have the guts to tell Jason, "We'd
rather sleep than get up at 6:30 to
enhance our interviewing and reporting
skills."
In the bitter cold and high heels we
were dragged into downtown Clayton,
Vice-President George Bush, backed by Gene McNary, speaking at a student news
watching our eyes flash before our eyes
...
conference.
Photo by Margaret Hesse
as Jason daringly made a U-turn from
IN REPLY TO LAST ISSUE'S EDITORIAL
one far right lane to another in bustling
traffic.
Once inside the Government Center,
we were abused by Republicans with bad
haircuts. First we had to stand in line
waiting for gaudy name tags. "Margaret
By Elizabeth Vollmer
cause for a small percentage of campus
Hesse, Fontbonne College, Roving
study tonight or go get drunk?" They
Oh really? You say "boredom" is the residents' decision to party excessively.
Reporter." As this was happening, anoth
can: Spend time with friends, watch TV,
main cause for excessive partying among Yes, if Fontbonne sponsored more social
take a walk, go see a movie, take advan
er security officer hunted through our
campus residents?Hmm..a-musing! Ah, events, students would have opportunities
tage of the gym, work out, go swimming,
purses for concealed Democratic parabut wait, it gets bettter because we have to spend free time more constructively.
phenalia. We felt that our constitutional
play ping-pong, shoot pool, check out
been presented with a solution to this However, this proposal is the right solu
rights to bear arms, legs, or anything else
Wash. U., get a job, babysit, go see a con
problem. And it is a very fine solution at tion to the wrong problem. The problem
was violated as well as our right to priva
cert or a Blues and Steamers game at the
that.
is that some students think the best way to
Arena, visit the zoo or the arch, browse
cy. We also felt like Commies. No, not
Personally I was pleased to discover that occupy time and have fun, when they set
like Commies, like through Union Station or St. Louis Center
another student obviously explored this their homework aside for the evening is to
Packaged meat left in a lion's cage.
or the Galleria, have a picnic in Forest
problem from all possible angles and thus drink.
One Republican lion glared at Maigaret
Park, read a book for pleasure, play
drew this conclusion. "An obvious solu
Let's face it. As it is right now, students
as he invitingly asked, "May I help you?"
Trivial Pursuit, write a letter, re-arrange
tion to the problem is for the administra already have more choices than "should I
She replied, "No thanks, I'm fine." "You
Party continued on page 6
tion to provide more 'student services'
sure look fine to me!" Funny, Margaret
which would give campus residents more
didn t look so fine as she searched for a
choices than merely "should I study
barf bag and as Beth unsuccessfully tried
tonight or go get drunk?" As I said, I was
to restrain her laughter.
pleased that a fellow student voiced such a
As we settled in our chairs anxiously
constructive suggestion, however, I find it
awaiting Bush's grand entrance, our eyes
as equally comical as the notion that
focused on a bodyguard standing at the
excessive partying is mostly the result of
front of the room. He was chewing a
boredom.
piece of gum intensely and appeared to
C'mon people. Granted, sometimes
be standing there for no apparent reason
boredom does play a role in deciding to
NEWS EDITOR:
Lisa R. DeStefano
other than for the audience's entertain
party, but if students wish to address this
FEATURE
EDITOR:
Elizabeth Vollmer
ment or maybe to wink at a pretty girl
contraversial issue of excessive partying,
SPORTS EDITOR:
Paul Graser
every now and then. But rather, his main
they must consider all aspects of the prob
STAFF
PHOTOGRAPHER:
Markie
Hempen
purpose probably was just to smile goofilem. Regardless of the fact that adminis
AD MANAGER:
ly at the media setting up their equip
Tammy Sherrell
tration does not provide enough activities
ment.
STAFF WRITERS:
Julie Boggiano, Julia Simpson, Jeff
for students, people everywhere (not just
All of a sudden what seemed like fifty
Patterson, Lisa Spratte, Amy
Fontbonne campus residents) party exces
security men appeared on the scene
Smoucha,
Margaret Hesse, Lynda
sively for a variety of reasons that span
escorting our Vice President, George
Carnes
from celebrating to simply being burnt out
Bush. We all rose and stood at attention
FACULTY ADVISOR:
Jason Sommer
on work to escaping problems to drinking
as if we were in military school. Bush
socially.
nri^nfo^Z?
•ndePcn<ta«
published by the students of Fontbonne College. The FontBanner pledges to
humbled himself and motioned for us to
pnnt informative news concerning the campus community without regards to politics. Readers are encouraged lo make*their
None of these reasons, such as boredom,
sit down. We did. Gene McNary then
the
rJJIr “ dAHereHn
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cause for a small percentage of campus
laid out by Ford Publications. Copy was typed on Apple He's. A Macintosh Plus did the rest. Final output on a^Jnotype 100
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The Non-Traditional Student

Mom, Dad,
You're Late
For School
By Kim Boettcher

Fontbonne College has 504 students
over twenty-five or 50.5%; Webster
University has 999 non-traditional stu
dents 54.5% of them undergraduates; St.
Louis University has 3,354 students
enrolled over the age of 25. The non-traditional student, those over twenty-five,
has become a force in education.
Currently, the national average is one-third
of college students.
This is not a sudden boom, but the
result of gradually declining birthrates that
began twenty years ago. The largest num
ber of eighteen year olds occurred in 1979
and a downward trend will continue until
it reaches bottom in 1994. Conversely,
most people can expect to live into their
eighties while maintaining better health
and financial independence than ever
before. Educational mores have also
changed. In the past, education was con
sidered preparation for life. The present
belief is that learning is an integral part of
life which begins with curiosity and ends
when that light is extinquished. Colleges,
frustrated by empty classrooms, have
become interested in adults. Today 18
million adults are enrolled in formal edu
cation programs.
Non-traditional students are returning
for a multitudeof reasons, from the need to
retool after their job becomes obsolete to a
plethora of leisure time after retirement.
Many adults dropped out for family rea
sons, for instance; raising children or sup
porting a spouse. Eighty-three percent of
students mention transition as the motivat
ing factor for their return.
Often colleges are inadequately pre
pared to deal with older students who have
different reasons for college and different
demands on their time. Leonard, age 48,
is a family man and a vice-president of a
savings and loan. Anne, who admits to
being in her late thirties, has two children
and attends college. Carol, age 45, has
decided to make a career change after
stress therapy. Time management is
something they will have to work out, like
the problem of overextending. Fifteen
hours, a full time job, and a family are
often more than students can handle. The
obvious solutions are dropping a course,
or changing one course to something easi
er. Falling behind can often mean becom
ing totally lost. Some possibilities are
appointments with professors to get
insight into material or even getting a
tutor. Often it comes to the point of sitting
down and writing what is necessary, such
as studying, working, or making dinner
and removing from your list gardening,
shopping, or television.
"I never received a degree and in order
to reach my personal goals, I am taking
courses. I currently have 75 credit hours."
Leonard has great expectations of successand a great fear of failure. Anxiety about
failure is common, but in actuality older
students are "better at reading and writing
and they think more clearly. They are typically bright or they wouldn’t be in
school." says Carlye Chadburn in A
Handbook for Adults Students. Learning
ability is also substantially the same for an
eighteen year old and an eighty year old.
Adult students are generally better moti

vated, harder workers, and attend classes
more consistently.
Carol has been going through family
and work problems. She was even admit
ted into a stress unit. "The state paid for
vocational rehabilitation. I wanted to
retrain for a different job and I was ready
for a change." This is an example of a
state grant. Grants and scholarships are
an attractive means of financial aid
because you do not pay them back.
Employee refund, another program, is
sponsored by businesses, unions, and gov
ernment. They reimburse students if the
class is completed with the grade of C or
above. Leonard may be eligible. Other
means of financial aid are loans, work
study, and cooperative programs. Two
special programs adults may wish to look
into are life experience evaluation, where
you receive college credit for life experi
ence or CLEP which is a college level
examination program
Mom, continued on page 6

An open letter to non-tradi
tional students

music.
"God!” you say, "If only I could have
done that when I was they're age!"
Tsk,
tsk, tsk... now you're feeling sorry for
yourself.
But those "other" kids really
are intimidating, aren't they? I know,
that's how I felt when I first came back to
school. My mother was visiting in my
house when I came home that first day,
she could see that I was miserable.
"What's the matter?" she said, "Did you
have a bad day in school?"
"I don't want to go back," I said, "I’ve
wasted my money. It was awful. I hate it.
Nobody likes me."
I felt like I was
coming home from the first day of the first
grade.
But things did get better after the first
day. One of the other kids gave me some
ideas on how to take notes. One of the
other kids helped me study for exams.
One of the other kids showed me the way
to the dining hall and the gym. One of the
other kids taught me to use the computers.
Besides, I've learned a few things since
the first grade, and so have you.
You've held a job, you've made a
home, you've paid off debts, you've raised
kids of your own. You've reversed roles
with your parents so that you've been the
caretaker and they've been the dependents.
You've "grown up," you've "arrived,"
you’ve "been there," and having done all
that, you may have realized that being
here is all that matters and that no one
ever really "arrives" until the trip is over.
So relax and enjoy the ride, you may
prove to be as smart as the other kids after
all.

By Lynda Carnes
It’s that universal nightmare, you know
the one. You're standing in the hall in high
school trying to find your next class.
You’ve lost your schedule, you don't know
which is next, Math or English. You
know you've missed the first six months
of class, there's no way you'll ever catch
up, and then, to your horror, you realize,
you don't have any clothes on.
Wake up kid! This is no dream. This
surrealistic vision is no ordinary night
mare, it's the real thing, the truth.
The truth is: you're 35 (or so) years old.
Somehow your life was sidetracked 15 or
20 years ago. It didn't turn out to be all
you wanted it to be, so you've come back
to school to make it something more. Or,
maybe it has been all you wanted, but
now, you want something else. Or, maybe
you don't know why you're here, you're
just here because everyone has to be
somewhere, right?
The problem is all those "other" kids. In
your mind you keep calling them "other"
kids, setting them apart from yourself
with nothing but that word "other" Using
that word, you make yourself one of them.
You do this even though you know you're
almost twice their age.
They have no idea you're still a kid.
They imagine somehow that you have
"arrived," "grown up," crossed over into
that mystic world of "being there." Some
of them are not so kind, some of them
think you're old.
But the problem is not what they think
of you. The problem is what you think of
them. You think they're smarter than you
are. They’re so sharp, they're so witty,
they're so bright, they're so intellectual.
They're so talented. They're so aware!
They know how to study, they know how
to take notes, they can read faster than
you do, they take to computers like it’s
second nature to them. They can debate
on matters of social and political impor
tance. They can paint, draw, compose

By Margaret Hesse
A flash goes by. And another. And
another! It's not a bird. It's not a plane.
It's Deborah Brown, superwoman of the
Communication Arts Department. She
goes to college, works, and cares for four
children and a husband.
It's quite common to see adult students
in the Business and Computer Science
departments, but it's another story when
there is an adult student in the
Communication Arts department. Deb,
who would rather have it stated that she
is 384 months old and have you figure
out the rest, is working towards a degree
in Theatre Education. Although she
doesn't graduate until December, she
already has a job offer from Metro
Christian School. "I'll be teaching
Theatre, Drama, History, Missouri
Government, as w.ell as starting a
Thespian Club and Debate Team.”
Deb has been working on her degree
since 1984 when she started at Webster
University. She originally was a Political
Science major, but after attending
Meramec and Evangel College in
Springfield, Missouri she opted for
Theatre Education. "I spent the spring
semester of 1987 in frustration. I was
accepted as a Theatre Education major at
UMSL and then I found out, after 1 start
ed classes, that they do not even offer that
major!" Deb went to her former advisor
at Webster University, Sr. Lucy Galvin
and received some inspiring advice to
Deb, continued on page 6

Back To
School After
Years
Wife ,

A A

By Tammy Sherrell
It had been years since she had been in
a classroom. Things were certainly differ
ent now. She looked around at the stu
dents seated around her; most of them
were younger—young enough to be her
own children. Her decision to return to
college after 21 years has not been an easy
one.
Although her youngest son was now out
of the house and her husband was support
ive of her, she had doubts about her ability
to succeed on a college campus. Things
were simpler when she was twenty. For a
moment,
memories
swept
her
away...Sorority days...parties...then her
thoughts turned to that morning. Before
leaving she had looked in the mirror. It
seemed to her that overnight her hair
turned gray.
With the nation-wide trend of the "gray
ing of universities," Fontbonne is initiating
a new program to accomodate the return
ing student. Psychology instructor, Dr. Jo
Schnellmann, Fr. Jack Fleming, Dean of
Student Affairs, and Ann Spiller, Director
of Counseling and Career Planning, have
created a program geared toward "non-tra
ditional" students (people who have been
out of school at least three years and who
are enrolled full-time). Meetings will be
formed to serve as social outlets and sup
port groups for the non-traditional student.
The program also hopes to attract more
rion-traditional students to Fontbonne.
The enrollment of non-traditional stu
dents in colleges across the country has
more than doubled in the last 10 years.
Many factors account for this increase
divorce, single parenting, career changes
and self-enrichment. Dr. Schnellmann and
others see Fontbonne as a youth-oriented
campus, although non-traditional students
make up an estimated 50% of the student
body. Out of this 50%, approximately
96% are women. This 50% is not being
represented as it should be, and sugges
tions have been made to get non-tradition
al students more involved in student gov
ernment, the Ambassadors program, and
Orientation Days.
Schnellmann did her Master's research
on "How Non-Traditional Students Cope."
She said that many non-traditional stu
dents have a hard time getting involved in
student activities. A lot of stress accompa
nies returning to school after being out of
the environment for a while, and non-tradi
tional students need emotional support just
as much or more than the younger stu
dents.
In her studies, Schnellmann found that
persons having emotional support tend to
be more satisfied, achieve better academi
cally, and have a better all-around experi
ence than those who have little or no sup
port. Those without support drop out
much faster. Schnellmann hopes to "talk
about child care, study skills, and home
problems that arise."
So far, there has there has been a good
response to the prospect of forming a
group, and students are anxious to get the
program going. It has also received
tremendous support from administration,
student services, and the human service
department. As soon as the program gets
"rolling," Schnellmann hopes "to serve as
an informal advisor and get a network
going, so students can discuss things such
as what classes to take and/or avoid."
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'night Mother review: "Difficult Play" Gets Many Good Marks
By Jeff Patterson
The production of Marsha Norman's
Pulitzer Prize winning play, night
Mother, which ran for six performances
on the main stage of the Fine Arts build
ing, exemplified the dramatic potential
of college theatre, and illustrated some
of its flaws. The setting is in a rural
home of a mother and daughter, and the
main action centers on the verbal and
emotional exchange between these two
characters, after the daughter, afflicted
with epilepsy, announces, "I gonna kill
myself, Momma."
Pamela Nowak gives a surprisingly
subtle yet effective performance as the
daughter, Jesse Cates, alienated by her
disability and her overprotective mother
from her family and the outside world.
Nowak depicts the girl as withdrawn
and emotionally self-contained, yet
through expression and action gives
insight to her feelings, and thus makes
her and her motivation for self destruc
tion believable. At times, however, her
emotional subtlety becomes too much,
and her character becomes mechanical.
More grief, in some form, would have
increased the character's overall plausi
bility. Still, Nowak's performance
remains a memorable one, overcoming
its flaws with a dominantly realistic feel.
The mother, played by Laura Cook, was
a more difficult role. She was more
expressive of emotions and her age had
to be portrayed. Taking this into
account. Cook's performance was to be
admired. Her character was consistantly

effective through the duration, clearly
getting across intended feelings. A few
of the emotional scenes, though, seemed
forced and on cue. Emotional outbursts
often lacked believability, although
many of the scenes, most notably later
in the play's progression, came off quite
naturally with disturbing realism.
The play's direction, by Richard
Winners, was satisfactory, but improve
ments were possible. The pace of the
play was a bit rushed in parts, with
many of the actions losing some of their
dramatic potential. Scenes such as the
mother's dropping the pots to the floor
could have been handled with greater
smoothness for the sake of believability.
Although their were a few actions that
seemed unusually awkward and unatural, many of which were those resulting
from stirred emotions, overall these
were superimposed by the acting perfor
mances. The pace did improve later in
the play, thus allowing emotional ten
sion to build with considerable force.
The set and lighting of the play quite
appropriately made one feel as if in a
rural family home. The earthy colors
and yellowish lighting created a simple
homey atmosphere. The costumes were
equally appropriate.
'night Mother was unquestionably a
difficult play to be performed on a
college stage. Considering the com
plexity of emotions portrayed, the great
number of lines for the cast of only two,
and the total absence of scene breaks, it
is easy to see a greater propensity for

Theatre Department
Takes a Bough
By Elizabeth Vollmer
Drum roll please..Da da da dut da dum.
Introducing part- time faculty member
who
will
become
a
full-time
Communication Arts instructor in the fall
of'88, Cheryl Baugh.
Cheryl has been teaching at Fontbonne
since January '87 and sees her new role as
a challenge.
I really like the students here at
Fontbonne and I feel like I can do a lot. I
think there has been a need, and, students
are well aware of this need for more
classes. In fact, a lot of people have said
they want more, and the Communication
Arts Department is addressing this prob
lem."
When the administration offered Cheyl
the chance to develop more courses, she
took advantage of this opportunity by
organizing a Human Communication for
Public Relations class, which was offered
last semester. She also submitted a plan
for a new Small Group Communications
course, which has yet to be approved by
administration.
One student commented, "The Human
Communication for Public Relation class
wasn’t a horrible class. I can't say I had
loads of fun, but, it was useful. And, I
think Cheryl is a go-getter. She seems
genuinely concerned with the needs of
the PR student, whereas we were neglect
ed before."
Cheryl has attended Illinois State
University where she majored in Speech
Communication and double ininored in
Mass Communication and Public
Relations. She then went on to Southern
Illinois University in Edwardsville and
received her Masters degree in Speech
Communication with a concentration in
communication in the business world.

In addition to teaching Interpersonal
Communications and Debate here at
Fontbonne, Cheryl is currently teaching
part time at Me Kendree and has taught at
Webster University and St. Louis
Community College.
She finds Fontbonne’s student teacher
ratio beneficial but says, "If a person does
not do well in one of my classes, that
does not mean I won't like him or that he
is not a valuable person. I separate peo
ple from their woiik."

Photo courtesy of the Theatre Department
mistakes. Later in the play, and more
notably, in later performances, many of
the flaws were lessened, as the actresses
seemed to grow accustomed to their dif
ficult parts. And despite these few prob
lems, the players demonstrated consid
erable skill in their ability to stay in

character and not lose hold of the pow
erful dramitic element that made the
play a success. This was an actresses'
play, and, all things considered, the per
formances were exemplary.

Auditions For the Last ot the Red Hot Lovers
By Lisa DeStefano
The theatre department will be performing Neil Simon's, Last of the Red
Hot Lovers, on April 22, 23, 24, 29, and 30 at 8pm. The show is about
Barney Cashman (played by John Cummisky), a forty-seven year-old man
who has been married for twenty-three years. He is going through a mid-life
crisis and feels the need to prove his masculinity by having an affair. The
play takes place in his mother's apartment while she is out. The first
woman he meets is Elaine Navazio (portrayed by Meg Walters), who
appears to be a woman of the world. When his meeting with her proves
unsuccessful, he turns to Bobbi Michelle (played by Missy Hack), who is a
nervous, would- be actress who just can not seem to stop talking. When he
fails with Bobbi, he turns to Jeanette Fisher (performed by Laura Butler), a
manic depressive who happens to be his wife's best friend! Make your
reservations (889-1425) and see what happens.

SYBERG’S expert catering service
makes all the frustration, worry, and expense
of giving a wedding reception

Easy to Swallow.
STBERG’S

An Eating and Drinking Co.

7802 Gravois
St. Louis, MO 63123
314/832-3560

Weddings
Corporate Catering
Industrial Catering

Call for a free brochure!

Open Houses
Company Barbecues

A friendship ‘Transformed
By my reluctance to tell you
of any day that might be wrong.
I thought I was crazy for a time,
everything was beyond my control,
but I couldn't speak to you;
instead I chose for you
that you didn't want to know.
Assuming the background
like a mime hiding face and hands,
disappearing into a blackened wall.

Literary
Supplement

I see that I have made the error
again; I became strong in your eyes
listening to your secrets.
Somehow you've forgotten mine
or I've failed to remind you.
Maybe it's one of those mistakes
that can't be recovered
or maybe I'd like to think so
because it's easier, rejecting
what you could give, for my own sake.
And yet I have to try
making my days yours again,
allowing myself to speak
without passing self-judgment
through your eyes.
By Amy Smoucha

ft view from the. studio
By Lynda Carries

Jo lowered the picture window backdrop into place in
the back room, noticing how faded and dusty it was
beginning to look. She'd have to replace it next year and
God knows where she'd get the money for that. Every
year for ten years, she'd told herself that soon her nature
photography, her "good stuff", would get the credit due it.
Then she could sell this damned old studio to some
enterprising young sucker who'd enjoy spending the rest
of his life here.
She slid the soft cloth over the globe and stood back
for a quick look at the scene. Yes, that would do; the
library window backdrop with the books painted on the
shelves, the natural path of vision flowing out the window
to the blue focal point pond, trees in the background, a
few whispy clouds, the heavy desk standing before that,
the bookstand with the huge open dictionary, the globe. It
was an old scene, but she still liked it. She approved of
her own good taste. What a shame to waste it on kids.
She glanced at her watch, 10:50, they were late.
She paced briskly into the front room to wait, she tried to
look busy behind the counter, but there was really nothing
to do there. She was a well organized person, didn't real
ly need busy work.
Finally, she walked to the window and looked out on
the street. Unconsciously, she rested her right knee on
the seat of a chair and her hands on its back as she
leaned toward the window. It was a relief to take the
weight off her feet, off her shoes. She didn't really think
about dressing for work anymore, it was just something
she did because people in this town dressed for work.
When she'd first come here after Carl died, she hadn't
liked "dressing up" at all. It was a hard habit to form after
living on the islands; loose dresses and shorts, swimsuits
and bare feet, or at the most sandals. She didn't really
believe people were meant to wear shoes when it wasn't
snowing. She laughed at herself sometimes when she
thought of how high her hopes had been for this portrait
studio.
She had thought then that this town had been grow
ing. But it hadn't really changed much after all. Still, there
was something comforting about waiting out loneliness in
a portrait studio whose walls were lined with familiar, if
unimpressive, faces. But at forty-two, she felt restless. It
was now 11am and Margo Spillman was fifteen minutes
late arriving for her son's annual "Little Lord Fountleroy".
At last, they appeared, storming down the street, like
the front line of an attack. Margo Spillman with her quick,
sure strides, her animated conversation, hands soaring
and darting like birds of prey. Her sister, Anna, took her
half of the sidewalk, the curb was well guarded.
Somewhere behind all that fat there's a woman, Jo told
herself. Somewhere behind those moon cheeks, that
slick nose, those dull, tired eyes; there's a human being
in there, somewhere, there must be. But all Jo could see
was that huge formless presence, following Margo in lazy
silence.
Between them stalked the most dreaded of the three.
James with a sulk slammed his feet on the pavement,
clenched his fists and banged at his own arms with them.
Half a block away Jo heard him screaming, "I hate this

jacket! It itches! I hate it!" If Margo or Anna heard, Jo
couldn't tell it. Margo talked on to Anna's expressionless
round face, in her mind Jo already heard the boy think
ing, "I won't do it, I won't, I won't smile. I'll stick out my
tongue, I'll tear up the book, I won't smile, I swear, I won't
smile..... "
Well, hell, what a way to make a living. One of these
days, her good stuff would sell.
At last, the front line arrived at the door of Melburn's
Portrait Studio.
Margo forced through the door first, stirring the dust
with her voice before the bell even rang. James followed
her, whining, and Anna brought up the rear, her shear
bulk pressing in the sound of traffic blown off the street
by the wind. When Anna closed the door behind her, the
wind and the street sounds were closed out again, but the
quiet of the studio was irrevocably changed by the pres
ence of Margo and James.
"We're here." Margo said.
"Well," JoAnna tried a smile, "let's get started, shall
we, James?"
She turned toward the back room, not waiting for an
answer. James frowned profusely, but followed her in
silence.
Margo was rattling on in a seemingly formless manner
about something called the "Hunt the

'The chief problem isn't the
over-population of animajsit's the over-population of
hunters....they're breeding
like flies, overcrowding our
farms, our woods, out high
ways...."
Hunters Club". She and Anna followed Jo and the boy
into the back room. Anna looked around at the floor with
a confused expression before she finally bent and low
ered herself with a loud grunting noise to the floor.
Opening the huge bag she carried for a purse, she took
out a Mr. Goodbar, the 16oz. variety, and began to
unwrap it. Margo sat down beside her.
The Spillmans were old and frequent customers. Jo
did not attempt to make solicitous conversation with them.
Most people around town thought they were crazy. Jo
wasn't sure. At times she thought they were just eccen
tric, at times they seemed insane. But she'd never really
gotten clear for herself the difference between sane and
insane people and she didn't really care. She knew they
were her best customers and they had an incredible
family album. These people wanted pictures of every
thing.
"Any special poses, Margo?"
"Not really, but serious maybe. He's a little idiotic
without his front teeth."
"I am not an idiot, I am not!" James was clenching

his fists and bunching his face up in a red wrinkled ball.
Water sprayed out his flapping lips as he screamed, and
squeezed in drops from the corners of his eyes.
Margo waved a hand in his direction and rolled her
eyes upward slightly.
'Oh, please, don't let him cry.' Jo thought, 'We'll be
here all day and I can't take that.' She didn't particularly
like the kid, but she thought she understood sometimes
what made him so hostile.
James continued to kick at her desk.
"No, of course you're not." She reached out to touch
him on the shoulder and he kicked her in the shin, then
swung around and knocked the globe off the desk with
his fist. It struck the floor with a hollow kind of clunking
noise and Jo knew that it was dented.
She was still bent over holding her shin and drawing
air in through clenched teeth when Margo flew past her
screaming, "Goddamnit, James!" and slapped him once
on the face. Jo didn't have time to stop her. Now James
was really crying and there was a red whelp on his
cheek. She couldn't take a photo like that, they'd have to
wait until it faded.
"Now cut the shit, James, and get up there and get
your picture taken. I'm sorry, Jo. Goddamnit, I don’t
know what to do with the kid. Are you all right?"
"It's all right, Margo. I'm fine. But I think we'd better
wait until that red mark fades to get the shot."
Margo looked briefly in James' direction. He was still
crying loudly. "Ok." She turned back to Anna and sat
down beside her. Then she lifted the magazine she had
laid on the floor and began to read to Anna from it. "The
chief problem isn't the over-population of animals-it's the
over-population of hunters....they're breeding like flies,
overcrowding our farms, our woods, our highways...."
James' voice rose slightly louder, but seemed to go
unnoticed by Margo. Anna sat staring vacantly at a
speck of lint on the floor. "What is needed is an intelli
gent, long-term program for the conservation of them."
Jo looked at James. His face grew redder by the
minute.
"All of us, of course, applaud hunting accidents.
We've seen a nice, healthy increase here.”
Jo moved a little closer to James and leaned on the
desk, not too close, but close enough to be heard by him
if he chose to listen.
"average of five hunters a year are killed by rabbits...."
"JAMES,' Jo began in a voice that was firm, but not
really too loud. At ihe sound of his name, James’ voice
rose slightly in pitch, but soon fell again.
"clubbing the rabbit to death with his gun butt, the lit
tle rascal moves, the firing mechanism goes off, another
hunter is killed."
The crying had faded now to whimpering and a stub
born kind of glare at the floor.
"This is good news...."
"YOU KNOW, JAMES, WE’RE GOING TO HAVE TO
GET THIS PICTURE OUT OF THE WAY ONE WAY OR
ANOTHER TODAY."
continued on the next page

Continued from the previous page

There was a growling noise in his throat as he kicked
half heartedly at the floor.
"a new club-hunters do love clubs-the Hunt the
Hunters Hunt Club."
"THE SOONER YOU STOP CRYING AND THAT
RED MARK GOES AWAY, THE SOONER YOU CAN
GET OUT OF HERE AND BACK TO WHATEVER IT IS
YOU WANT TO BE DOING. I WAS HOPING TO GET
OUT OF HERE EARLY MYSELF TODAY, THOUGHT I
MIGHT GO DOWN TO THE RIVER FOR A WHILE.
YOU EVER WALK DOWN THERE?"
"world wide organization, it's motto-'lf you can't play
a sport, shoot one.™
"MOM DON'T LET ME. CANT SWIM."
"been criticized by the 'bleeding hearts' and 'people
lovers’ "
"AH, WELL, THAT'S TOO BAD. I LIKE TO SWIM, I
USED TO GO SCUBA DIVING WHEN I LIVED IN
JAMAICA. IT'S GOOD FUN. I SAW ALL KINDS OF
SEA ANIMALS AND FISH THERE, JUST SWIMMING
AROUND. YOU LIKE TO FISH?"
"has never been proposed, as has been said, the
extermination of all hunters. All it proposes, is 'trimming
the herd'.... "
James was impressed.
"MOM DON'T LET ME. SAYS IT'S CROOOOL.' he
leaned toward her slightly, "YOU EVER SEE ANY LOBSKERS THERE ON THEM ISLANDS, YOU KNOW,
THEM GIANT RED CRAWDADDYS?"
"a carefully regulated, open season on hunters where
you and your clubmates, in a gentlemanly atmosphere,
can have a really first-rate weekend shoot."
"LOBSTERS, HUH? I DON'T REALLY REMEMBER.
I SAW SOME SHARKS ONCE, AND A BARRACUDA."
"an absolutely fair club. Hunters who shoot with a
bow and arrow, will themselves be shot with a bow and
arrow, we'll be able to see how truly sporting.... "
James was impressed with the sharks. It took a
minute to think of an answer for that one. He just
watched Jo with admiration in his eyes.
"Trappers will be trapped-if they're too small, they'll
be thrown back to live and play another day."
"TELL YOU WHAT, JAMES. WHY DON'T YOU
TAKE OFF YOUR JACKET AND VEST FOR A WHILE.
YOU CAN WALK DOWN TO THE SPUDNUT SHOP
AND GET US SOME DOUGHNUTS. MAYBE BY THE
TIME WE EAT THEM, WE CAN GET THE PICTURES."
Jo walked over to her purse which leaned against the
wall and took out a bill.
"Fox hunters will be glad to know they'll be ridden
down by nothing but thoroughbred horses and purebred
dogs. Members of that branch of the club, fox hunter
hunters, will dress correctly in clean pink coats. There'll
be no letting down the bars.”
It didn't take James long to get the coat and vest off
and throw them across the desk. By the time Jo got
back to him with the money, he was ready to go.
"AND DON'T EAT ANY UNTIL YOU GET BACK, WE
DON'T WANT YOUR SUIT TO HAVE ICING ON IT."
James promised he wouldn't and ran out the door.
"However you prefer to hunt, the club asks only that
you use your discretion. Please do not, for example,
simply go out and take pot shots at hunters within city
limits, say, or in parked cars, or in their dating season."
Jo picked up the globe and ran her fingers over the
dent, she turned it so the dented side faced the back wall
and sat it back on the desk. Then she sat on the floor
and leaned her back against the wall.
Margo's voice droned on at length on the subject of
the "Hunt the Hunter's Hunt Club". Finally, she stopped.
"What do you think?"
To Jo's surprise, Margo seemed to be addressing
her.
"That's pretty funny. What's it for?"
Anna was still staring at the spot on the floor.
"I'm going to get copies to send out to all my animal
protection people."
"Well, it sounds pretty good. It's OK." Jo didn't know
quite what else to say. Margo seemed to be waiting for
more.
Just then James charged through the door.
They
sat and ate the doughnuts mostly in silence. Jo noticed
that James' face was beginning to clear. The little outing
must have done him some good.

Next Issue!
Due to an overflow of good material!
The Literary Supplement continues next issue leading

with stories by Robert Rhodes and Julie Boggiano.

If Margo didn't buy so many finished photos, Jo some
times thought she might just refuse her business. The
problem was that she was Jo's best customer and quite
honestly, Jo didn't really always hate the settings with the
Spillmans. Sometimes, they were rather entertaining. It
was a little rough the day Margo brought in the St.
Bernard and two bull snakes for a "group setting," but it
wasn't always like that.
One of Jo's favorite days had been the slow, lazy
Saturday afternoon when Margo, Anna, and their brother,
Ray, had all come in drunk, carrying an old brown jug and
dressed like hillbillies. They had allowed James to tag
along behind them, but they made no pretense of liking it.
He wanted to be in the picture and Ray kept shouting,
"No, Goddamnit, James, you'll ruin the picture!"
Ray always flirted with Jo when he saw her, but she
was never sure how serious he was about it. He was at
least ten years younger, but she found him attractive.
He offered her a drink from the jug.
"What is it?"
"Just wine. We’ve been up to the St. James winery,
up by the Bourbouis River. You ever been up there?
They make pretty good wine. It doesn't come in the jug,
of course, we got that at the Ozark Mule Tradin’ Post for
the picture." He threw his head back laughing. His laugh
ter was nice, full and round and strong.
Jo took the jug and after sniffing the top, she took a
drink from it. She couldn’t identify the type of wine, but
she graded it about one step below Bali Hi.
"What kind is it?"
"Huh?" Ray's confusion was an open smile, he was
leaning forward slightly.
"What kind of wine is it? I mean, is it a Rose, or what
exactly?"
"Oh," now he looked rather serious, as if he wanted to
give a proper and sophisticated answer, "it's part chablis
and part burgundy. We didn't have enough chablis to fill
the jug, so we mixed them."
He offered Jo another drink and she took it. After
about the third swig, it didn't taste so bad.
They were
dressed in what must have been their dirtiest and grubbi
est clothes. All ragged and worn, they had on muddy
white tennis shoes and bulky white socks. James, who
didn't look quite as bad as the rest, kept begging and cry
ing to be in the picture.
"No, James, now dammit I told you, you're not
dressed for it." Ray laughed, and Jo would have laughed
too if Margo hadn't suddenly piped in angrily.
"Why don't you like my kid? Goddamnit, I'm tired of it.
Nobody likes my kid."
"I like your kid, Margo, but look at him. He's got on
clean bluejeans. He'll ruin the picture."
Then Margo started to cry and insisted that every
body hated her kid and her too and they always had.
Ray tried to reassure her and finally wound up telling
James that he could be in the picture under one condi
tion. He had to go out and find the ugliest dog in town to
be in the picture with him.
Anna sat quietly waiting through the conversation with
a deadpan expression.
Margo was still unhappy, but she calmed down some
and had another drink of wine.
Ray and Jo sat by the window, looking out on the
street, waiting for James. Ray told her about the time
Anna fell in the Gasconade during high water and had to
swim out against the current. He said she looked just like
a drowned rat. "She's funnier than she looks sometimes,"
he said.
Finally, James came down the street bent over and
dragging a reluctant dog between his legs. Every two or
three steps he'd take, the dog would almost get away and
he'd have to grab it again. It was quite a struggle to
watch. James was gritting his teeth, barely able to hold
onto the dog.
Ray laughed and slapped his leg, pointing out the
window throughout the struggle.
When James managed to get the dog to the door of
the portrait studio, he couldn't get the door open and hold
the dog at the same time. They watched him, laughing
until Ray finally went over and opened the door for him.
The two of them charged in and James released the
dog instantly. The dog, a pretty brown cocker spaniel,
ran frightened into the back room. James looked up at
Ray proudly.

Skcpkss ^fights
Cold, cold rain slides down my window
and jumps from the pane to the streets below;
and far away,
the throaty howl of the train
mingles with the rumble of the city
to find acceptance there.
It's 3 a.m.
' '
and the world will sleep without me.
by Hardy Pottinger

"Goddamnit, James, that dog's not ugly enough."
Ray shouted. "If you can't find an uglier dog than that,
you can't be in the picture."
James' lower lip began to tremble slowly. He looked
up at Ray with a truly hurt expression on his face. A tear
rolled down his right cheek.
"It's the only dog I could find." he said.
Ray looked at him and sighed as if really disappoint
ed. "Well, all right," he looked back over his shoulder and
out the front window, "you see that man over there?" He
pointed at an old man standing across the street wearing
dark glasses and holding a banjo with a tin cup wired to
the end of it.
James nodded.
Ray reached in his pocket and took out his wallet.
He pulled out a twenty and a ten and started to hand it to
James. Then he hesitated. "No, never mind, I'll do it
myself."
. Jo watched him walk out the door and across the
street with long easy strides. He walked up to the man
and leaning toward him, he said something and handed
the man the bills.
The old man stopped a passerby and held up the
bills questioningly. The man he had stopped answered
him. Then Ray poked the old man in the arm and they
began to move out across the street singing together.
Jo could hear the out of tune strumming of the banjo
mingling with their voices as they neared the curb. Ray's
full bodied voice almost engulfing the old man's which
broke with a brittle dry sound like dead oak leaves blown
about by the wind.
"The daughter of a captain on the rolling seas,
she would stare across the water from the trees.
Last time he was home,
he held her on his knees
said the next time they would sail just where they
pleased."
When the door opened, the music and their voices
filled the entire studio.
"Jamaica, say you will
help me find a way
to free these lifeless sails,
say you will
help my ship to find the sea."
Ray and the old man had serenaded Jo until the
song was through, then with very little more talk they had
all crowded into the back room where Jo took what she
still thought was one of the best photos she had ever
taken of people. The old man, the dog, Margo, Anna,
Ray and James, all together with the brown jug and the
banjo and even James hadn't done it wrong.
She looked at him now, licking icing from his fingers
after the last of the doughnuts. The red mark was gone
from his face.
"You ready to do it?" she asked him.
He nodded quietly and allowed her to help him on
with the vest and jacket of his suit. Jo ran her hand over
the cloth and brushed a bit of lint away. The suit was
made of expensive silk. Wonder what a suit likethat

View continued on page 4

Imagination
It is a beautiful day in Camelot.
Alura, taking her morning ride on the glen,
Recites her poetry to the boy who rides with her.
Alura sings softly for him as they approach
The castle's vast towers made of sand
From the boards of the sandbox containing the world
of Camelot.
Fragile, he touches the castle and it's gone.

The circus always fascinated him.
The tent blowing in the wind
Was like some giant balloon,
Still here only because of the ropes
And stakes that keep it on the ground.
He felt the show was put on just for him
And the ringmaster, his personal storyteller.

He ran to the circus when he wanted to escape,
Leaving behind his parents or school.
Pretending to be a part of a family with five or more
children,
He would get in as one more wasn't noticed.
The men on the trapeze make flight almost look
possible, Causing the boy to tumble on the ground
during his way home, His imagination allowing him to
fly with them.
Returning years later,
The circus has lost his magic
For the highwire artist would use a net in practice,
And the clown rehearses before he can bring laughter.
by David Pigago
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By Meg Watters

Displaced
I move about this circle
day
by day,
Once removed.
Whispering claims of individuality;
phrases snatched from Thoreau's withered lips.
I move about this circle
woman
come and go.
Mannequins from the window fronts
London
New York
Paris.
Smiling vaguely,
Floating freely,
Transparent smoke;
stopping only to brush their tailored backs
against
the window panes of life.

Langton (Dreams
The old black man
walks down
the darkened street.
I wonder
do you feel
the solitude
that I am feeling
now?
The isolation and
confinement
of some unfriendly
walls?
Do you wish you were
a part
of It?
The fast-paced dance
you dodge
through
each day?
Avoiding unpleasantries,
Longing for company.
Do you close your eyes
to remember
the sweet dreams of youth?
Or,
do you close your eyes
to forget
the pain?
Good old days weren't your glory days.
Reach out
your hand
to me.
Close your eyes
to remember
a dream...
I will wrap you
in the blankets of tenderness.
I will help you
to forget
the pain.
I will bathe you
in the ocean
of
my own
sweet dreams.
By Ellen Sharp

It was March of 1985, the cast party after the final per
formance of Fiddler on the Roof. A sixteen year old ver
sion of me sat in Elise Master's den among a pile of coats
on the sofa, waiting. Jon was still reading the five page
letter I had spent hours writing and rewriting. For the
hundredth time I wished I hadn't taken Elise's advice to
give him the letter personally. My hands were cold and
my pulse sounded like machine gun fire in my ears. The
paper in his hands might as well have been my heart,
waiting either to be crushed or understood. And nothing
NOTHING showed on
his face. I studied his
a very lovely young
newly shaved features carefully, trying woman, inside and
to find any clue as to
,*
_i_ j i
what he was thinking.
And m glad I got

tO See ft. If I Weren’t
without the beard and already... attached
SX hut ,her®Js nothing that
He looked so young

then everyone always WOUld keep me from
said Jon was twenty- dating you."
one going on seven
teen. Finally he
looked up from the
last page.
Turning himself to face me on the couch, he took my
shaking hands and said, "Jo, I've gotten a lot of praise in
the past two weeks that I really didn't deserve. People
have treated me like some sort of "demigod." And up 'til
now I thought the biggest compliment I got was when two
little old Jewish ladies came up to me and said I played a
very convincing Jew. But this letter, it's the biggest piece
of flattery I've gotten in those two weeks.... I do dis
agree with one thing though," he told me, indicating the
letter.
"What's that?" I asked.
"I never said I didn't love you."
"You can't love me," I protested in a small voice.
"The love I have for you is a very special one. And I
know whenever someone says that it comes out corny,
but it really is true. I've known you through five shows,
and I've been your friend for at least the last two. I've
watched you grow, or shrink you might say if you want to
talk about your, what? Twenty pounds did you say?"
"Yeah. Seventeen, see?" I said indicating my now
too large jeans.
"Well, you've become a very lovely young woman,
inside and out. And I'm glad I got to see it. If I weren't
already. . . attached, there is nothing that would keep me
from dating you."
Attached. He was referring to Julie, his girlfriend. It
felt as if a long sword had been driven through my middle.
I told him, "I can't change the way I feel about you Jon,
and it won't go away. And I'm scared of losing the friend
ship I think I've built with you. This was your last show
and now I'm never going to see you." My voice cracked
and I hid my face.
Awkwardly, he stroked my hair and said, "You don't
know that."
"Oh, yes I do," I said with bitter conviction.
"I'll tell you what I wrote in almost everyone's pro
gram during Pajama Game. Someday you'll turn a corner
and there I'll be-"
"With your pants down," I finished for him.
"Exactly," he said.
During a scene in which Jon had to drop his pants on
stage, he had a small mishap. He forgot to put his cos
tume boxers on over his regular underwear. The orches
tra had a very intereasting view. Of course he didn't blush
as hotly as the fourteen nuns in the audience!
Sitting up and wiping my eyes, I told him, "I just don’t
feel like I'm important enough to you. I don't want to
bump into you five years from now and have you say,
'Hey, Jo Page! How are you? Well, I'll see ya around.' I
don't want to be some one you used to know-once."
"That's all in your head," he replied. "Listen. I've got
more friends than I can count, and they're the most impor
tant thing in my life. But there are four people who know
me better than I know myself, and right up there with
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them is a select few who I know I can call up anytime
with any problem, or who I can just ask for a hug and get
one with no questions asked. And you're one of that
group."
That made me feel really good, and I had the sud
den urge to kiss him. But, shocked by my own thought, I
only looked down and said, "Thanks, Jon."
"I'll tell you something else, too. I've got a box in my
room where I keep all my special notes and letters, and
this letter is going in there."
I smiled a weak smile for him and he hugged me. I
made a decision.
I disentangled myself and quickly, before I could
chicken out, I said, "I'm going to ask you something that
is probably very stupid, but....'
"Ask me. What is it?"
"It really isn't terribly smart, but (I held up the hand
with my school ring on it) I'm on the eighty-sixth turn......
Will you turn it the last time for me?"
Now I was scared. Talk about the point of no return.
At my school we had a tradition. You got your friends
and family to turn your class ring the number of times
that equaled your year of graduation-in my case, eightysix times. But you saved that last turn for a guy who is
supposed to kiss you when he turns the ring. And if you
got him to turn it the opposite direction that everyone
else turned it, then he was fated to marry you. It was
silly, I know, but if Jon turned me down! I would've just
crawled into a dark hole and waited there to die of
embarassment.
Finally, watching me intently with his hazel eyes, he
said, "Which way do I turn it?"
I showed him
I looked down, expect and he had the gold
ing him to ask if I real band turned halfway
around when Hi Snead
ized it could only hap walked in, saw us, and
did an about-face. We
pen this once, but
instead he asked me, heard Dave Blase say,
"Well, I don't care, I
"How do you want me need my coat."
"Dave," Jon called.
to kiss you?"
"Dave!"
Dave sauntered
in. "Yeah?" he said.
"Give me five minutes.
I want to talk to you, too, before you leave."
That was
pretty smooth of him. Not only had he gotten rid of
Dave, he also made it seem that what was going on in
the little room was a simple conversation.
"Oh, sure, okay," Dave answered and left us alone
again.
Jon turned back to finish what he had started.
Thoms continued on page 4

Invitation
The letter from my friend is hidden
on my desk. I'm avoiding it,
but the words could come from my mouth:
"The months are going so fast,
soon you'll be graduating from college.
Then we'll get married and become grandmothers."
Salt hills by the 101 st street bridge
were the only mountains I knew
until I was almost fifteen.
Delivered in the fall,
they would suddenly disrupt the quiet
lines formed by the skyway,
adding blue to the gray steel
of bridge and rail and factory.
The letter takes me where I should be,
painting the porch for my mother, saving her
from at least the little things,
if I can't save her from her choices.
A two-story train took her downtown
where the buildings overpower
us as we wade into them, rising
until their tops are insensible.
In the garage, my father taught himself
to paint signs, avoiding the mills
only to find that paint fumes are no better.
"So when are you coming home?"
I can see you riding the train downtown
after my courses and your jobs,
we look like our mothers.
"Write back when you can and take
care and start saving your money
to buy a dress for my wedding.
It'll be one of these years."
By Amy Smoucha

View continued from page 2
Continued from page 3
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Animal Crackers
The brown mane of the lion struck out
From the crayon black bars drawn
To keep the ferocious beast in a tranquil state.

The lady unloaded her dishwasher
And stared out her kitchen window.
The sun was closing
And the streams of tears ran down her face falling
Onto her cotton t-shirt.
The circus box of animal crackers
Sat on the edge of the table,
Half of its contents gone.
She sat down and picked the box up
By the string
At the top,
Rocking it back and forth for a long time.
As the ambulance driver lifted the stretcher
He knocked the open box of animal crackers
On the floor.

The lion crumbled under his feet.

By Laura Butler

would cost for a kid? A hundred dollars maybe? It was
not a kid's suit, just tailored for a kid. It was a business
man's suit, a banker's suit.
"Where'd you get that suit?"
Margo answered for him.
"Had it made in St. Louis, there’s a tailor there makes
James' suits every year."
"What's the special occasion?”
"The picture." As if it should be clear.
She'd better make this one good, Jo thought. Be a
shame for a suit like that to go to waste.
She got behind the camera and took a couple of seri
ous shots like Margo had asked, then noticed a gold chain
hanging from the watch pocket of his vest.
She leaned around the camera and looked at him.
"You got something on that chain?”
He pulled it out with one hand and held it up in the air
like a dead fish on a line. It was a real gold watch.
Jo was taken aback. "Can you tell time?"
James let his hand fall casually to his side and cocked
his head a little, looking mischieviously out of the corner of
his eyes at her. His lips curved up slightly into a very
nearly smile, as if to say,"Are you crazy, lady?"
Jo pressed the bulb without even thinking.
"That's it." she said. Margo would take the serious
shots she had asked for, but Jo already knew she would
frame a 16x20 of that one to display on the easel in the
front room.
On the way out Margo wanted to make an appoint
ment to bring some of her cats in for a family portrait.
"How many?" Jo said.
They finally settled on no more than five and as the
Spillman's headed out the door, James held back a little
and pulled on Jo's sleeve. She leaned her ear close and
he whispered, "I went to the spring once."
"Which spring?"
"Back of Boone's. I saw a white crawdaddy, it didn't
have any eyes."
Jo raised her eyebrows and nodded approvingly.
"Goddamnit, James, come on!" Margo screamed from
the curb.
As the door closed behind him, Jo heard Anna say,
"Let's do it."
"Do what?"
"Let's hunt the hunters."

"Wait!" I said. "Do you know what the last
turn means?"
He completed the turn and then took my
other hand in his and said, "First, let me ask
you one question."
I looked down, expecting him to ask if I
realized it could only happen this once, but
instead he asked me, "How do you want me
to kiss you?"
Trying to recover myself, I answered,
"Jon, I'm still sweet sixteen. I don't know any
thing about it."
He moved around to a better vantage
point and then all I remember is the soft
caress of his mouth moving against mine. It
felt like silk. He drew back for a second as if
considering something. I worried that I had
done something wrong. But then he kissed
me again and leaned into it, parting my lips.
In that moment I ceased to exist. I was com
pletely lost in that feeling. I didn't think. I did
n't hear. I didn't smell the Polo I know he was
wearing. I wasn't even aware of Jon's hand
still holding mine. I guess I was lucky that my
first kiss, unlike so many other girls', was so
magical. On the one hand it was shooting
stars and lightning and tingles, but at the
same time it was roses and candle fire.
Looking back, I realize why the experi
ence was so very beautiful. I was in love with
Jon. And for that simple reason, all my inex
perience didn't make a difference. After all, I
was doing the most natural thing in the world.
Elise told me later something Jon had
said to her when I left the party.
"Elise, do you think I'd be wrong if I said
that was the most gratifying kiss I've ever
had?"
"No," she said.
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$6.00
Receive a 12" two-topping pizza
for only $6.00 (includes sales
tax).
No coupon necessary.
Not valid with any other offers.
Offer good after 9 pm only.
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If your pizza does not arrive in
30 minutes or less, the driver
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DOUBLE
PIZZA
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cheese pizzas for only
$7.99, plus tax. Additional
toppings $1.00 for both
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Good for a limited time
only.
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7018 Pershing
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SGA sponsors AIDS Seminar
By Markie Hempen
mitting the virus; unsafe sex, sharing nee
"Why do I have, or need, to know more dles, mother to child, and blood transfus
about AIDS?" Faye, a guest speaker at the sions. In the past ten years no new routes
SGA sponsored AIDS Seminar addressed of transmission have been found, other
this, and other questions. "You are the age than the four listed above.
groupp at risk" she said, "and sometime in
When infected, your blood produces
your life you will either know or come in antibodies. These antibodies are what
contact with someone with AIDS." doctors look for when your blood is test
Through education we can minimize those ed. These antibodies do not always show
risks, and learn how to treat someone with up right away, so it's a good idea to wait a
AIDS.
period of about 2 weeks and have tests
"People do not die from the AIDS virus run again.
itself, but from the inability to fight off
For most people AIDS is a difficult
other infections." Because of this, we subject to talk about, due to the fact that it
need to learn to take precautionary mea deals with many topics which make peo
sures, such as, getting to know your part ple uncomfortable; the fear of the
ner before sexual intercourse, abstaining unknown, death, homosexuals, conta
from sex, safe sex (no exchange of body gion... One thing people must remember
fluid) and safer sex (sex with condoms). is that "it’s a virus that causes AIDS, not
In terms of drugs, Faye’s suggestion is people, so we neee to shift our focus from
"stop using them," even when no needles the people, to the virus." For the same
are shared. "Drugs and alcohol lowers reasons and more AIDS victims have dif
physical resistance and impairs your ficulty talking to others about their condi
judgement. You might feel it is okay just tion, they are afraid to say anything for
this once." It only takes just one fear of being abandonded, rejectedencounter to become exposed to the AIDS
One last helpful hint given by Faye
virus, and could take up to ten years for was on how to treat someone with AIDS.
symptoms to appear.
"Just think of how you would want to be
There are four known ways of trans- treated if it were you."

YOU'RE NOT THE ONLY ONE

Interned,Cooped-Up, and Co-opted
Quite honestly, you embody the
very answer to their prayers: a bonds
man, a vassal, a peon, a serf - a slave.
So, did anybody actually register
And what makes you even more miracu
early on pre-reg day or did you all take a
lous in their hearts is the fact that you're
three-day weekend like me?
doing this for a grade and can't walk off
Very good, boys and girls. I see
the job.
my tireless efforts are at last paying off.
Try not to think about the
I'll see all of you at final registration in
$3,000+ tuition you're giving the college
August.
for the chance to be indentured for the
Ixt me tell you something about
semester, and chalk it up to real-life expe
these Fontbonne classroom courses,
rience.
though, folks: they'll never prepare you
After all, look what you're learn
for the real world in such the complete
ing:
way as religious devotion to this column
* How to get along with your
will.
co-workers. Just ignore the moronic
Allow me to explain.
cretins who can't even perform their own
In classes, if you attend, it's basi
jobs properly, but who are teeming with
cally the same dull routine. Ignore the
criticism on how you should be doing
reading assignment, copy someone else's
yours.
written homework, show up late, sketch
* How to assist superiors. Get
album covers during the lecture, fake your
used to having them demand opinions
way through the discussion, bluff your
and ideas from you and then tell you
way through tests and exams, and emeige
everything that's wrong with your sugges
with a 3.75 and no remote idea of what the
tions.
class was about, aside from the fact that it
* Where all the cheapest gas
was "some kind of business course."
stations are. You'll be filling the tank
Even in-depth case studies don't
twice a week running distasteful errands
do you any good. Example:
to the post office, laundromat, bank,
Any textbook case study:
library, supermarket, etc. - any various
"Here's the situation, this is the problem,
personal chores the higher-ups don't like
what's the solution?"
doing.
Any actual real-life scenario:
* How to do your job well.
"What's going on? I have no idea what
"Did you get that done?" "Well..."
my problem is. HELP!!!”
* What it means to return from
Yes, Viiginia, there is an answer.
assigned quests, only to discover that the
Because as I have just eloquently
rest of the employees have gone home
shown, classes can't offer you any real-life
early and locked up the office with all
experience, I shall now exercise my dog
your things inside,
matic voice and bail you out, yet again.
* How to get in good with your
If you're really serious about this
supervisor. Cover for him with some out
education thing - and who isn't? (snicker,
landish fabrication when he takes an
snicker) — and if you really want practical
extended break and the boss comes look
work experience, get yourself a co-op or
ing for him.
an internship.
* When the best time is to make
Since no deserving business exec
personal long-distance calls on the office
is going to pay you money for running his
line without being traced.
company into the ground, we'll just
* How to carry out orders. And
assume you can only manage an intern
don't forget, that's 1 Big Mac, 1 Quarter
ship.
Pounder with cheese, 1 McD.L.T. no
Now. You're a student intern,
mayo, 1 garden salad with vinaigrette, 3
working for whatever organization this is
large fries, 3 large Cokes, and 1 small
which you hope will give you some appli
diet.
cable experience that you're told will look
Through experiences during an
great on a resume.

Retreat participants - Top Row: Sr. Ruth Yates, Sr. Mary Catherine; Middle: Sr.
Rosemary Connell, Markie Hempen, Burt Barry, Fr. Jack, Fleming; Front: Jennifer
Clark, Nancy Maimone, Karen Ley, Chris Cahil, Mike Ketcherside. Photo by Markie Hempen

Campus Ministry Retreats
O'Gorman, member of the Fontbonne
College Board of Trustees, lead five med
itations, which were mostly concerned
with focusing on each individual's vision
of him/herself. The first two dealt with
how one sees one's life now and in the
future. Next, participants focused on a
personal gift, which because it is over
used, becomes a block to achieving that
vision of self. An underdeveloped person
al gift, which if nurtured, could help to
achieve that vision, was the basis for the
fourth meditation. The final session was
on each individual's vision of God. After
each session participants shared ideas.

continued from page 1

The Sacraments of Reconciliation and the
Eucharist were celebrated and time for
private prayer was available. Sr. Ruth
Yates, CSJ, Fontbonne's Campus
Minister who organized the whole retreat,
said, "I think the retreat was a success,
and next year I plan on offering one
retreat each semester."
"It was the best retreat I have been on
because it focused more on looking at
ourselves and discovering who we were,"
commented Karen Ley at the end of the
weekend. One thing that all agreed upon
was the fact that "it wasn't long enough,

By Julie Boggiano

TREES DONATED TO COLLEGE
By Julia Simpson
Four new trees were donated to the school as well as some landscaping for in
front of the library. The donation was from an anonymous friend . The trees
that were donated are sugar maples and the minor land scaping that will be
done in the quadrangle will be done by Bob Goetz.
President Meneve Dunham said "It is nice to have friends who want to liven
up the campus like that, and we are grateful ".
Sr. Charity was quoted as saying "I am so pleased with the new trees the front
of the library was in need of some kind of landscaping."
One student commented, "Whos' gonna rake the leaves?"
Another student said, "Are they going to get in the way during graduation?"

internship, you discover how to get by at
the bottom of the dung heap, or what to
look out for at the top. I make a point of
covering all the necessary areas.
Plainly, we have here everything
an aspiring young graduate needs to head
out into the working world.

So, hey, there comes a time in
every individual's life when experience
and acquired learning are paramount;
what you do with this information will
either save you or stone you.
Don't get stoned.

DO YOU NEED
EXTRA MONEY?
Do you like children?
\Ne have babysitting positions
available, full and
part-time summer jobs.
Car and references required

Call TLC for Kids,
725-5072

Mom, continued
from page 3

Bush, continued
from page 2

Deb, continued
from page 3

Menke’s Adventure
from page 7

where you take a test and may often skip
entry level classes.
'I have to admit, when I first walked
into a classroom I felt old, old enough to
be half of the students' mother." Anne's
feeling is not uncommon. Stress and fear
are part of being a returning student.
Carol, after resolving her work and fami
ly problems, is now going to have to cope
with school. Grades are a major pressure
because students tend to equate academics
with personal worth. Symptoms of stress
are lack of concentration, insomnia, and
loss of memory. Get support from your
friends and family, don't take on more
than you can handle, and each time you
accomplish something praise yourself
thereby building esteem little by little.
More and more counselors and books
are becoming aware of and dealing with
the subject of educating adults. Most
books in 1970 discussed housing, money,
health, and recreation. What was men
tioned about education was educating
men for retirement and women for wid
owhood. Libraries today contain self-help
books and statistical proof that Americans
over twenty-five are moving in the direc
tion of higher education.

"My name is M.T. Head. I am an
Associate Professor in the Department of
English at Circular File University. Right
now two of my students are here with me
today. Mr. Vice President, you are being
called the 'Education President.' What do
you propose to do to help students attend
college?"
"That's a very good question, too. I
propose that parents put $25 a month
away in an IRA. By the time the child is
eighteen years old, there will be enough
money to send him to college with gov
ernment help because you're not taxed on
that money. Next question please."
This dragged on for a million years;
not really, only thirty minutes. Eight
questions were asked although we cannot
remember getting eight answers. All of a
sudden the hoards of security men scram
bled to escort Bush back to his holding
room.
Gene McNary appeared on the scene,
standing alone while all the cameramen
and media people packed up their equip
ment - and left. He topped off the morn
ing with the following as he discussed a
proposed Dog Museum, "Dogs and kids
are what St. Louis County is all about."
Need we say more?

attend Fontbonne.
"Fontbonne is one of the best schools
I've ever attended. I was so surprised at
the willingness of the teachers and stu
dents to help." Deb really looked foward
to starting here but was a little apprehen
sive because she is an older student. "I
got so much slack going to the other
schools because I immediately blabbed
that I was married and had kids. So then
the kids just would not talk to me. I was
treated differently. I was somehow sepa
rated as soon as that information wa/ out.
So this time I decided I would not tell
anyone I was married and had kids. I
wanted them to see what I nice person I
am. And it worked!"
Deb has gotten very involved in her
department. She recently played the Evil
Stepmother in "Cinderella." Recently
she was she is the Stage Manager for the
upcoming production of "from "I like to
be involved. I like to be busy." Deb also
has plans for the Fine Arts office. She
wants to organize fund raisers in order to
get new furniture, new drapes, and fresh
ly painted walls. "The office should say
'Art!', but right now it doesn't. It just
looks like a cluttered room."
Although classes and extracurricular
activities take up so much of her time,
Deb says "My family is my first priority.
I get lots of support from them. My kids
learned responsibility at a very early age.
But they all know they are on the top of
my list." In her spare time away from
school, Deb and her family go horseback
riding, camping, swimming, and picnick
ing. She plans to take aviation lessons
next fall. "I've overcome my fear of
heights and now I want to fly!"
"Deb is a life hog" says Meg Walters,
another Communication Arts major.
Apathy frustrates Deb so she puts her
whole self into everything she does. Her
youthfulness rubs off on other people
here at school. "I don't consider myself
any older than the other students. I just
have more experience!"

family for about two months, she man
aged to secure a place of her own, but not
before spending many long days looking
at apartments.
"The worst part about that was I
didn't have a car, so I had to figure out
how the busing
system ran.”
She
admitted to having gotten lost in the city
during the hottest part of the day.
Having studied Spanish for 8
years, Lynne had little trouble getting
accustomed to life without English.
"It wasn't as tough as you'd think
to speak Spanish all the time," she men
tioned. "It takes about a month to get
used to it, but after that it's nothing.
"There was this one person,
though, who refused to speak Spanish to
me - always English. Nothing would con
vince them that I enjoyed speaking
Spanish."
Lynne didn't have much difficulty
getting used to the different money sys
tem. One American dollar is approximate
ly 2,200 pesos.
"You're always thinking of the
exchange at first, because most places
you go they list prices in pesos and dol
lars," she explained. "Later on, though,
you don't worry about how many dollars
you're spending."
What did she miss from home?
"Chocolate. They have choco
late in Mexico, but not like here; it tastes
terrible," she said. "Any American, when
they write home, it's not Please send
money, it's Would you bring me some
chocolate?
"Another thing I had to do without
was Italian food. You just couldn't find
much spaghetti or lasagna there," she
added.
Lynne didn't mind having corn
tortillas and rice served at every meal,
and she learned to like the black frijoles
(refried beans) the people ate, but one
thing Mexicans did as a group really both
ered her.
"Mexicans have this cultural
habit of always being late and forgetful
about social things. People could show
up two and three hours late for a movie or
party, or else they might not show up at
all.
"It was hard not to take it person
al when you got stood up," she said, "but
the Mexicans would treat it like it's nothing
really big.
"It's just their way of life. I finally
got used to it."
Students and young people in
Mexico are the same as anywhere else.
They watch TV, go out dancing, have par
ties, and see movies.
"Tickets for a movie are about
the same as twenty cents American.
There are many American movies in
Mexico, all in English with Spanish subti
tles," she said. Some of the movies
Lynne saw were Top Gun and Stand By
Me.
"I was reading the subtitles along
with the rest of my friends," she men
tioned.
"They also get a lot of American
TV shows in Mexico, and those are
dubbed with Spanish." She remembered
Murder, She Wrote and Moonlighting.
"It was really funny to see Bruce
Willis talking with a Mexican voice coming
out!" Lynne herself was on a local TV
show while in Merida, a rock video pro
gram called Musica Video. "It's the
Mexican equivalent to the Newlywed
Game," she laughed, "only the couples
are young people so no one's engaged or
married."
The host asked questions
between music videos, to test how well
the couples knew each other. "We came
in second," she added.Lynne plans to go
back to Mexico for some time this sum
mer, to see her friends again and possibly
find a job."What I'd really like to do is get a
job with a government agency and work in
the American consolate somewhere," she
said. "That's my ideal."

BOOKS: BUYING
BOOKS
Buying fine quatty book
coABdions

A COLLECTOR 'S
BOOKSHOP
6275 Delmar 721-6127
Mon.-Sat. 10-7

Party continued
from page 2

STATt FARM

INSURANCt

Summer
Minority Intern
Program
offers . . .
Challenge, Opportunity
& Future
If you are a junior or senior, please contact one of
these offices for additional information.
State Farm Insurance Companies
Missouri-Kansas Regional Office
Personnel Department
2000 170 Drive
Columbia. Missouri 65217
Phone Number 314876 9330

State Farm Insurance Companies
Personnel Department
PO Box 31879
Des Pres. Missouri 63131
Phone Number 314-822-6218

State harm Insurance Companies
Personnel Department
3717 S. Whitney Ave.
Independence, Missouri 64057
Phone Number 816-478-2600

your room, etc...Okay, you say you
don't have transportation for some of
these options, so what! There always
seems to be transportation for a beer
run and there's always someone around
campus who does have a car and is
willingto try new or different ways of
entertaining himself. And, if you have
the
money to buy alcohol every night, use
the money for other forms of entertain
ment.
Students cannot expect cooperation
from the administration in organizing
more social functions when they present
the problem as, "We drink because
we're bored, entertain us!" Entertain
yourselves!
Take responsibility for your lives! If
you're bored, do something about it. If
you want extra school activities, you
can work with the system to achieve
your requests.
Residential Life
Directors will probably be thrilled to
see students actually taking some initia
tive.
t
College, like anything else in life, is
only what you make of it. So don't hold
your breath waiting for someone to
entertain you because it won't happen.
So, uh, you say you drink because
you're bored? Yeah! Maybe you need
to re-examine your excuse.
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McDonnnell Douglas Recognizes Dr. Abkemeier

By Julie Simpson
This past December during Christmas,
McDonnell Douglas in association with
Channel 4 News recognized Dr. Mary
Abkemeier for her community invovlment
for volunteer work with the program
START. The program START teaches

mentally handicapped adults how to use University where she got her undergradu
and work with computers. She teaches ate degree in math. She proceeded with
classes such as word processing, data base her education at the University of
and spread sheets. Dr. Abkemeier goes Pittsburgh where she recieved her master's
out to START twice a week for six hours and also where she attained her doctorate
at a time. START also recieves contracts in math and computers.
from local businesses to do such things as
Her first teaching position was at the
mailings. As well as teaching out at University of Pittsburgh. She later
START she does computer progamming returned to Saint Louis and took on a one
for them and then teaches the students year professorship at the University
what to do for each contract.
Missouri- Saint Louis . There she taught
Dr. Abkemeier is the Computing math and a few computer courses. After
Coordinator for the Math and Computer her professorship ended she some how
Science Department. This year will be her heard of a job at Fontbonne and she "fell’
tenth year teaching at Fontbonne. She into the job here and has been very happy.
teaches everything from Calculus to teach
While being at Fontbonne over the ten
ing and creating new classes for the years she has helped develop the
Master's in Computer Education
Computer Science program as well as the
Dr. Abkemeier attended Saint Louis Master’s in Computer Education.

Menke's Mexican Adventure: From Interpreting
the World Series To Doing The Dating Game
By Julie Boggiano
Lynne Menke, a senior majoring
in Spanish for Commerce and
Technology, recently spent two semesters
going to school in Mexico.
Requirements for her degree
included spending at least one semester in
another country. She received a brochure
from Mr. Mahler, her Spanish teacher,
which listed several study-abroad pro
grams offered in various Mexican cities.
Lynne wasn't very familiar with
the cities listed. She'd heard from friends
that Zacatecas was beautiful and the peo
ple there were friendly, so she arranged to
live there with a host family.
For the fall semester of 1986, she
attended the Language Center of
Zacatecas and taught English on the side
to doctors at a nearby hospital.
During this time she spent nearly
four weeks in Mexico City in addition to

brief stops in Aguas Calientas, before I even got there. People I'd never
Zihuatenejo, and Ixtapa.
met before would come up and talk to me
After she returned to St. Louis, like we'd known each other for years."
she discovered that she would have
She went to school at the
enough credits to graduate early, in Institute of Social Sciences of Merida, or
December 1987.
IZMAC as it is locally known, for the fall
"I'd rather graduate in May of of 1987.
’88," she said. "So I decided to take a
"My first time in Mexico, I trav
semester off from Fontbonne and practice elled everywhere and visited all the sights,
Spanish."
so this time I wanted to concentrate on
A student from Mexico, Patricia school and improving my Spanish."
Ancona, was living with an American
She did, however, spend a week
friend of Lynne's, practicing English. end in Cancun since it was only a few
When she went home at the end of the hours away, and also visited the state of
summer in 1987, Patricia invited Lynne to Compeche.
come to Mexico and stay with her family
"The people weren't dark like
until she found an apartment.
you'd expect," she commented. "They
Lynne next went to the state of had lighter skin and lots of people had
Yucatan in Mexico, to the city of Merida. blonde hair. It looked like an American
She remarked that it was a closely knit city put in Mexico."
community where everyone knows every
After staying with the Ancona
one.
"Everyone knew all about me Adventure continued on page 6

Dr. Abkemeier has a very interesting
home life. She has been married for
almost twenty five years. Over this time
her husband William "Bill" and she have
adopted six children. The two oldest are
in high school and one is in junior high
and the younger ones are in grade school.
With all of the children the home is
always buzzing; some one is always on
the go. The family is built around a
strong Catholic belief. Everyone goes to
mass on Sunday as a family which Dr.
Abkemeier finds extremly important for
her family.
Ever since Dr. Abkemeier started at
Fontbonne she has put together a High
School Computer Contest. This will be
its tenth year running, Dr. Abkemeier is
hoping for some publicity on this contest.
The contest is all based on quality, style,
ability to show accurate work and team
work shown by all members of the group.
The judging is done by outside friends of
Dr. Abkmeier from Monsanto and past
graduates from the department. All of
the students have a great time with it and
it also shows what talent there is at the
high school level.
Dr. Abkemeier is on the Rank and
Tenure Committee. She has just com
pleted three years of a four year term.
Dr. Abkemeier leads a very busy life,
but don’t tell her that ! She always finds
time to do a little baking on all occasions.
With her husband Bill she always finds
time to go to the symphony or the ballet
but especially to go hear her oldest son
play in his jazz band at school.
Yet, with all of the things that need to
be done she wouldn't have it any other
way. Fontbonne she believes has let her
become very comfortable it has let her
combine a carreer and a family life which
is so important to her. "It is nice to be
able to wake up in the morning and want
to go to work, even though you know it
will be a long day". All in all Dr.
Abkemeier is very happy with her
department and with Fontbonne.

Art Student Works With Schizophrenics
By Lynda Carnes
For the last three years, Cathy
McLaughlin, a graduate student studying
painting at Fontbonne, has volunteered
her time to provide art sessions for
schizophrenic adults at The Independence
Center on West Pine. The Independence
Center is a private, not for profit organiza
tion providing a day program for adults
who suffer from chronic mental illness.
The non-traditional program provides
activities and an opportunity to meet with
other people to individuals who in many
cases are not yet able to return to work.
"I first became interested in working
with the mentally ill when a close friend
of mine became schizophrenic." Cathy
said. "Schizophrenics are really very gen
tle people. Schizophrenia is not the same
as split personality, as many people
believe. Schizophrenics are very pre
dictable, non-violent people. Recent stud
ies show that only 2% of schizophrenics
commit crimes as opposed to 4% of the
general population."
Cathy held three-hour art sessions with
groups of about 10 people. She organized
craft projects and taught drawing and
painting. Once a month she drove out
with a group to visit the Art Museum or to
take in an opening at a local gallery.
"Most of the people I worked with were
very quiet, passive people." Cathy said.
" They did very little talking but some
times in the art sessions, they really got
into it, becoming very active. Art relaxes

and soothes them, it gives them a sense of
self-esteem. It was always nice to see
them smile."
"Most often they drew images from the
mind, in some cases monsters, or some
times very pleasant scenes." Although
schizophrenics tend to be shy of normal
people, psychiatrists report that not all of
them are fearful and their inner vision is
not always terrifying.
It is not known why artistic activities
help people with mental health problems,
only that they do.
According to Muriel Eulich, a regis
tered art therapist presently studying
painting at Fontbonne, studio art can be
particularly good for schizophrenics.
"Because schizophrenic people some
times lose touch with reality following a
break, even losing contact with their own
body parts, studio art is really good for
them. It keeps them in touch with reality,
with the here and now. It keeps them
aware of really being here."
Cathy McLaughlin recieved her BFA
from Washington University in 1981.
Following that she attended school at
Syracuse University in New York on a
scholarship.
If anyone would like to donate money,
food, clothing or knicknacks to sell in the
thrift store at The Independence Center,
Cathy would like them to contact her in
her studio on the 3rd floor of the Fine
Arts building, or call The Independence
Center at 533-6511.

The Penalty Boh

I Know
They Are
But Who
are we?
By Paul Graser

Welcome to yet still another exciting
edition of "The Penalty Box." For the
new subscribers, TPB is a newspaper
call-in show where unsuspecting
Fontbonne students (those are hard to
find) who are hard at work studying
(those are even harder to find) are inter
rupted in order to answer a campus
sports-related question. (Notice the word
"pertinent" was left out from the last
issue.)
Please keep in mind that in order to
translate true responses, censorship is
kept at a bare minimum. So wake the
kids and make sure they take good notes.
This month's question is, if you could
change the school's team name, what

would you change it it? Before we get
started, for those of you who are scratch
ing your dupas trying to figure out what
the school team name is, it's GRIFFINS.
Now if you’d like to resume scratch
ing as to what a Griffin is, don't. After
hours of research, (I asked our athletic
director) I discovered that a Griffin is a
mythical character. It's part eagle and part
lion.
"We didn't pick it. It's been around a
long time," said Lee O'Donnell.
I know that most schools don't have
appropriate team names. Take for
instance our friendly neighbors at
Webster. I had wondered how a school
could keep a team name that was labelled
after an intersection and still manage to
maintain a straight face. Come to find
out that their players don't even go to the
school. So what do they care what
they're called? I am thankful that we did
n't adopt the "Gorlock Theory," Can you
imagine what a combination of Big Bend
and Wydown would sound like?
Anyway, other colleges (and I use that
word loosely) have already started peti
tioning in order to get more appropriate
team names. Just to name a few:
Maine Events, Wake Forest Rangers,
Grambling Casinos, Bowling Green
Giants, Ole Miss. Muffets, Cal Poly

Every day, thousands of college students ready, aim and fire their fingers
down their throats to make themselves sick. It’s called purging, and while it may
seem like the easy way to look healthy, it’s actually a sure way to become very ill.
Left unchecked, bulimia can cause rotten teeth, dehydration, a ruptured
stomach or esophagus, and kidney failure. In its latter stages, it can cause the
heart to skip beats, until one day it skips for good. But there is hope.
Through support group counseling, the professionals at St. John’s Mercy
Medical Center can help bulimia and anorexia victims find relief from their guilt,
depression, and years of loneliness. They can show them how to turn food into
nourishment instead of an obsession, and how to start feeling good about them
selves again.
At 9 a.m. on the third Saturday of every month, St. John’s holds free meetings
to discuss Witmer rlisnrrlprs and thoir cvmnfr.mo Tr,
—* 4.U.
meetings, just call 1-800-22ABTEC, or 569-6898 in Missouri’
Everyone is welcome and there are no questions asked, because the people
there know first hand how devastating bulimia and anorexia can be. And they
won’t be pointing fingers at anyone.

lb SomeoneWith
An Eating Disorder,

AB tec Support Group
The Anorexia Bulimia Treatment and Education Center at
St. John’s Mercy Medical Center, 615 South New Ballas Road, St. Louis, MO 63141

Esthers, Columbia Pictures, SEMO Evils,
Hardin-Simmons Mattresses, Virginia
Slims, Austin Peay Nuts, Louisville
Sluggers, Colgate Cavities, Southern
Frieds, Sanford-Brown Cows, Iona Piece
of the Rocks, and Tulane Highways.
I realize that Fontbonne isn't the easiest
school to re-name. Some of the possibili
ties include Fontbonne Fires, Fontbonne
Baditas, Fontbonne Voyages, Fontbonne
Appetites, Fontbonne Jours, and for the
music lovers, Fontbonne Jovies.
So, without further adoo, let’s hear
what you folks have to say. If you could
change the school's team name, what
would you change it to?
Steve Settlemoir: Opies. No wait, that's
Griffith (Andy) Billikens. No wait,
somebody already thought of that. Let's
see...
TPB: No wait, I think I'll ask somebody
else.
Jenny Liermann: Geez, we had to do this
in high school. We changed our name. It
wasn't fun. Our teams here are so non
descript. There's nothing to describe them.
That's terrible to say. Don't print that.
TPB: I won't.
John Cummiskey: Let's see. Washington
U. has the Bears. How 'bout the Cubs?
TPB:
Well even if Andre Dawson has
another MVP season, I still don't see them

finishing higher than fifth. But answer
the question.
Lisa Klebusch: The Fuzzy Duckers.
TPB: ?
Lisa Klebusch: That's just for basketball
though.
TPB: Hey, I have no problem with that.
In fact, the soccer team thanks you.
Amy Bauer: Fontbonne Falcons. No,
that's too hard to say. How 'bout
Fontbonne Flyers!
TPB: Hey, that sounds good to me.
Amy Bauer: Yep, Fontbonne Flyers! It's
quick, it's easy. It's the law!
TPB: ....It still sounds good to me.
Annissa Hardman:
What's wrong with
Griffins?
Laurie King : We like Griffins!
TPB:
Always, but always one prank
call..
And so the search goes on for a differ
ent team name. The strained brains, the
sleepless nights, the headaches, the
writer's cramp. Lee O'Donnell, where will
it all end?
Lee O'Donnell: I didn't know there was
such a concern to chiange it.
TPB: Didn't know?! Such a concern?!
Would TPB go to all this trouble for an
article (and beat the deadline) if there
wasn't a major concern?...(Don't answer
that.)

Lady Griffins Earn Net Profit
Without Post Season Pay
By Paul Graser
The Lady Griffins closed out the
1987-88 basketball campaign winning 14
of their final 19 games, however it was
their poor 4-10 start that kept them from
reaching post season action.
In all it could only be termed a prosnerous season. The Griffins finished ihe
year over the.500 mark at 18-15.They
were 18-11 in the NAI A District 16 and
4-2 in theConference.
Perhaps the most inspiring quality of
the team during the second half of the
season was that they would never
quit.
"We would never give up. We had a
never say die attitude," said guard Debbie
Lubsch.
That attitude was never more apparent
than in a February 16 game at Principia.
The Griffins were down at
the half 32-17 and playing without their
regular center Renee Sargent, who was
sitting out with an ankle injury.
In the second half the team used a
strong press andpulled themselves togeth
er. Led by junior Lisa Klebusch who net
ted 17 points, the Griffins dominated the
rest of the wayand squeaked out a 54-52
victory.
"1 guess I just went crazy," said
Klebusch, who isusually quiet in the scor
ing department,"but it was a total team
effort."
The Griffins needed a solid perfor
mance in their finalhome contest against
top ranked Harris-Stowe.
"A victory would've tied us for the
conferencechampionship with HarrisStowe. There would've been a 1-game
playoff at a neutral site to see who would
go to thedistrict playoffs," said Coach
Karl Lubsch.
The Griffins played well and took a 2
point halftime lead. However, despite a
good showing and a 27 pointperformance
by sophomore Laura Taormina, the
Griffins' luck ran out and they fell 79-72.
"We were expecting a very physical
game," said Lisa Klebusch who was refer
ring to a fight which broke out between
the two teams earlier inthe season.
"Whether or not that intimidated us, I
don't know," said Klebusch.
The Griffins are sure to do some intim-

Renee Sargent goes up for a
jumper against Harris - Stowe
idating of their own next season.
Expected back will be this year's leading
scorer Laura Taormina who averaged
nearly 14 points per game.
Also returning will be the team's lead
ing rebounder andfree throw shooter
Renee Sargent who was named to this
year's 2nd squad All-District team.
Furthermore if it's a long shot that's need
ed, the Griffins can just dial long distance
to Kathy Kutis who sank 32% of her 3
point attempts this past season.
Graduating from Fontbonne are two
quality players in Shelley Ellmo, who
always played a strong game in
everyaspect, and Debbie Lubsch, who led
the team in assists.
"Even with losing two players, if we
get the people we want next year on the
team, we'll be a team that has to bereckoned with," said Coach Lubsch.
"The basketball program here is defi
nitely on the rise," said Debbie Lubsch.
"In my 4 years of playing here,it added a
lot of positive things to my college expe
rience."
Optimism is the one key element the
Griffins don't lack. After finishing with
the best record ever in the team's history
this past season, and "with a strongerschedule slated for next year, (the
Griffins) will have no problem being
competitive," said Coach Lubsch.

